WILLIE : Never mind ; supposing he did,
PERCY. : Do you want me to say It would tear ?
WILLIE : I do.

PERCY : Very well, then. It would tear.
WILLIE : Now you see what follows. It Is exactly
this point that my friend Kalisch seized upon*
He, too, realised that paper will tear ; in fact,
for years that has been almost the only fact that
he has been conscious of. That fact has preyed
upon and worried his brain until his wife
thought that he might lose his reason. But what
has been the result ? For the last eighteen
months he has devoted himself to the Invention
of a paper that will not tear^ and he is now
within a few weeks of success.

[He pauses portentously., and looks round him for
acclamation.
MINNIE (at length) : Damn fool.

WILLIE : Ah, Minnie, that is what has been said
about all pioneers. But, mark my words, within
a very few years paper will not be made of paper at
all. (With great gravity) It will be made of rubber.
JANE ; And what will rubber be made of?
WILLIE : Leather.
PERCY : My dear Ragg, you're not serious.

WILLIE : I am ; perfectly serious. What I've
said is an exaggerated way of putting it, of
course, but my friend's invention that will take
the place of paper is a preparation consisting
partly of rubber and partly of leather ; specially
treated cowhide.

JANE : And where does he find the rubber cows ?
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